The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Being Natures liucry, or Fortunes ftarre* 

His vertucs els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoe. 

Shall in the generall cenfure rake corruption 
From that particuler fault : the dram of calc 
Doth all the noble fubfiance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandlc. 

Enter Chojl. 

Hora. Lookc my Lord it comes. 

Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs s 
Be thou a (pirit of health, or gobhn damn’d. 

Bring with thee ay res from heauen, or blafls from hell* 

Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 

Thou corn’ll in fuch a quellionable fhape, 
Thatiwillfpeaketothee, Ilecall theeHmlet, 

King, father, royall Dane, o anfwere mec, 

Le\ me notburfl in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements^ why the Sepulcher, 

Wherein we faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes. 

To call thee vp againc what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleacHeele 
Reuifites thus the glimles of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and wefoolcs of nature 
So horridly to lliake our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what Ihould we docf SeeftinK 

HoT4. Itbcckinsyoutogoeawaywithit 
As ifitfome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Ttinr. Lookew'ith what cur teousaflion 

It wauesyou to a moreremooued ground. 

But doe not goc with it. 
flora. No, by no mcancs. 

Jlnm. It willnotrpeake,thcnIwilIfoIIoweit. 

Bora. Doe not my Lord. 

Bam. Why what Ihould be the fcare, 

3 doe notfet my life at a pinaes fee, 
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Prince of Denmrhf. 

And for my foule, what can it dw to that 

Beingathmgimmortallamfelte} 

Or to the dreadfull foranct of Ac clecfe 

Thatbettles orehisbafeintothefea. _ 

And there alTume feme other ^ - 

Whichmightdepriueyourfoucraignneofrearon, 

And draw you into madnes, thmke qt It, 

The very place puts toyes of dcfperatiqn 
Witboutmore motiue,into euerybraine 

That look cs fo many fadoms to the lea 

And heares it tore beneath. 

Bam. Itwauesmellill, 

Goe on. He folio we thee. 

"Mar. You lhall not goe my Lord. 

How. Hold ofyour hands. 

Bora. Be rul’d, you lhall not goe. 

Bam. My fate cries out , . , , 

And makes each petty armre in this body 
As hardy asthe Nemeon Lyons ncrue j 

Still am I cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
Byhcauenlleraakeaghoftofhimthatletsrae, 

Ifayaway,goeon,llefollowcthee. ^ ExttGhoJland^mi.ci, 

Bora. He waxes defperate with imagion. 

Trla. Letsfollowe,tisnotfitthustoobqrhim. 
Hjrrf.Haucafter,towhatiffucwillthiscome? 

Trtar. Something is rotten in the Hate of Dcnmarke. 

Br/ra. Heauen will direft it. 

70ar. Naylctsfollowhim. Exeunt, 

Enter Ghojl,atidBamlet. 

Um. Whetherwatthouleadcmc,fp(»kc,Ilcgocnofttrthcr: 

Chofi. Markeme. 

Bam. I will. 

Gfca^. My hpure is almoll come 

Whenltofulphrusandtorroentingflames , ^ 

Mull render vp my fclfe. 

Ham. AlaspoorcGhoft. . , 
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